
Aj Schwanz 

The past few years I’ve felt my New Year’s Day doesn’t start on 
January 1, but rather around September 1. School begins—both for 
my children and for my husband who works at a university (goodbye, 
easy-to-find parking spaces). Sports pick up—practices, snacks, and 
outdoor games in Pacific Northwest (oh, those muddy fields and 
cleats!). And harvest is done. At least, I’m ready for it to be done. 
At this point in the season I’ll be roasting yet another squash, mak-
ing applesauce, drying pears from our pear tree, and mentally cal-
culating if I have enough frozen berries to make it until June (oh, I 
love my berries). 

I love that God created seasons, that things change and yet remain 
the same. There’s a tempo, a comforting rhythm of anticipation. 
The season of harvest is one I’ve only recently come to appreciate. 
This week let’s see what the Holy Spirit has to say to you about this 
season and enjoy the bounty of God’s abundant love! 

My husband, Jason, and I live in Dundee, Oregon, with our three 
children—Judah (9), Abel (6), and Josephine (4). 

In the photo above I’m holding Ulysses, the son of our CSA (com-
munity supported agriculture) farmer. 
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Sunday 
September 29 As Long as the Earth Endures 

BIBLE READING: Genesis 8:22 
“I’m not going to get any strawberries this year!” I remember 
whining to my mother one June, panicked because strawberry 
season was coming to a close and I hadn’t found time to get 
out to the fields. I was helping out with vacation Bible school 
in between a visit to family in Washington and a visit to fam-
ily in Kansas. And just like that, all the beautiful, ripe, red 
strawberries turned to moldy mush—and so did my plans for 
jams and frozen berries and dried berries. 

Once my whiny words came out of my mouth, I had two 
thoughts. (1) When did I come to care about picking straw-
berries? As a kid I hated working in the garden. Though not as 
much as a friend of mine: when asked to weed, she’d pick the 
plants along with the weeds, saying she “couldn’t tell the  
difference.” But now I love going to the berry fields, seeing the 
beautiful bounty, dreaming of the ways I can nourish myself 
and others during the next year. Change does come about, 
whether I’m aware of it or not. 

And (2) strawberries will come again. Just because I 
missed this season didn’t mean I wouldn’t ever have straw-
berries again. Perhaps some other yummy food would be 
available when I had more time, which turned out to be the 
case. Four beautiful boxes of peaches made their way to my 
house, and I had just enough room in my freezer to store them. 

God gave Noah a promise: “As long as the earth endures, 
seedtime and harvest, cold and heat, summer and winter, day 
and night will never cease.” God doesn’t say what it will look 
like—some seasons will have strawberries, others won’t. But 
as long as the earth endures, these things will never cease. 

SONG: Shout to the Lord 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, you’ve promised harvest as 

long as the earth endures. We praise you for your faithfulness. 
—Aj Schwanz 
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Monday 
September 30 Reaping the Harvest 

BIBLE READING: Leviticus 19:9-10 
During the summer of 2012 I had an awesome opportunity: I 
got to pick blueberries. I love blueberries: blueberry jam, blue-
berry syrup, dried blueberries, blueberry smoothies. Nothing 
tastes like the peak of summer like a fat, juicy blueberry. 

In Oregon the blueberry season occurs after more “high 
maintenance” produce. Cherries require ladders or tree-
climbing skills. Though strawberries are land-bound, they also 
do a number on those who aren’t so used to squatting. But 
blueberries? They grow on bushes—lovely bushes right at my 
level. Picking blueberries is more a combination of rubbing 
and plucking to loosen the ripe berries into the bucket tied 
around my waste. And blueberries are fairly easy to preserve 
with just a quick rinse—no chopping or coring involved. 

Though I’ve picked blueberries before, summer 2012 
was a different experience. A local blueberry farmer told my 
friends and me that we could pick at his fields in the morning 
and pay him a very low price per pound. Or we could divide 
our harvest and leave him half as payment. I chose the latter. 

As I picked every morning for a week, he would come 
out with his cup of coffee and we would chat. We talked 
about what to do with all the berries, happenings in the area, 
raising kids. He pointed out the “best” bushes to pick from, 
encouraging me to hop around, even though the email instruc-
tions asked that we pick each bush till it was bare. “Nah,” he 
said, “I’ll open it up to others to pick for free when you guys 
are done. There’s just so much to share!” 

What a spirit of abundance! Isn’t that like God? 

SONG: How Great Is Our God 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God of Abundance, thank  

you for this bounty! Thank you for sharing and for giving  
me opportunity to share with others. 

—Aj Schwanz 
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 All Play and No Work 
Tuesday 
October 1 

BIBLE READING: Proverbs 10:5 
After graduating from college, I found myself working in my 
childhood hometown of Boise, Idaho. I loved it—coworkers I 
enjoyed, work at which I excelled, new friends and familiar 
friends, and—unlike my college hometown in the Pacific 
Northwest—seasons! Oh, how I loved summer best. My room-
mate and I would go for walks and runs in the parks, we’d eat 
outside at the local restaurants, we drove around with our 
windows down. People seemed to be outside all the time, and 
we enjoyed seeing who we could meet—from all walks of 
life—at any given time. 

Then one day I noticed I wasn’t feeling very chipper. In 
fact, I was downright sad. What had changed? Fall had ar-
rived. Leaves fell, local festivals ended, restaurants packed up 
their patio furniture, people spent more time inside. I felt 
empty: Having played all summer, I had nothing to show for it 
other than tan lines and freckles and experiences hanging out 
with folks I’d probably never see again. Months of indoor, 
solitary living faced me, and it was a long, lonely winter. 

I’ve since gained insight into the emptiness that had 
descended upon me. Proverbs 10:5 speaks of the wise son 
who gathers crops in the summer as the foolish son sleeps. At 
the end of that summer, I had had fun, but I hadn’t produced 
anything, and my community of “summer happy” folks had 
disappeared with the warm temperatures and patio furniture. 
Fortunately I have been given additional seasons in which to 
learn, cultivating and adding to my harvest and, more impor-
tantly, my year-round community. 

SONG: We Gather Together 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, thank you for the oppor-

tunity you give us to work for your glory. Together we lift our 
hands in praise! 

—Aj Schwanz 
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Wednesday 
October 2 Bringing in the Feast 

BIBLE READING: Deuteronomy 16:13-15 
Recently our Sunday school group studied the seven deadly 
sins. One morning I sat down with my two bags—one for me, 
one for my kids—a cup of ice water, and my 16-ounce insu-
lated coffee mug. I pulled out one of my notebooks and chose 
the green pen from a pack of 16 felt tip markers with “vivid 
colors and crisp lines.” With my knitting in hand (a sock, 
complete with five knitting needles pointing in all possible 
directions), I settled down with a sigh, ready to hear the topic: 
gluttony. Oh. Suddenly I wasn’t as settled as I thought. 

The facilitator expanded on the topic, talking the histori-
cal aspects, displaying photos and images depicting this 
“capital vice.” He asked: What does gluttony mean to you? 
Does it change from culture to culture or over time? Is it rela-
tive? Then came the zinger: How much is enough? Our class 
did not come up with the answer. (Surprise, surprise). But in 
our discussion, I was reminded of harvest. 

The ancient Hebrew calendar included festivals to re-
mind the community of God’s redeeming work. The Feast of 
Ingathering was celebrated after the processing of grapes and 
grains. Everyone brought an offering; no one came empty-
handed. The people were called to be joyful because the 
Lord’s blessing was physically in their hands, and so their joy 
was to be “complete.” This image is the opposite of greed. 
Rather, this is the recognition of the importance of community 
in the harvest process, the acknowledgement of the Creator 
and giver of all blessings, and the ability to rest in blessings 
that were complete and enough. 

SONG: Praise God from Whom All Blessings Flow 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father, all blessings flow from 

you. Help us to know how much is enough and to share as 
freely as you share with us. 

—Aj Schwanz 
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Thursday 
October 3 Harvest in the Hard Times 

BIBLE READING: James 3:13-18 
“So, I think we’re going to have to move the farm.” My friend 
told me this the other evening. She and her husband have 
been my family’s farmers, providing us with local vegetables 
and meat. Our friends live in the city. During the day she 
works while he farms with their seven-month old son by his 
side. This family farms on another person’s land, not uncom-
mon. Land is expensive, seemingly now more than ever. As I 
write, it’s late spring; the land has been fertilized, seedlings 
are ready to be transplanted into the ground, and plans are in 
full swing for the CSA season. Pigs, chickens, a more-
stubborn-than-usual goat are settled into their locations. But 
now, due to circumstances beyond their control, the land is 
no longer available. Their entire harvest—and life—is cur-
rently in limbo. 

James talks about facing trials, calling it “pure joy” 
because of the harvest to come. He then talks about spiritual 
wisdom, wisdom that comes from God: “Who is wise and 
understanding among you? Let them show it by their good 
life, by deeds done in the humility that comes from wisdom.” 

Though grieving the loss of their immediate dream, my 
friends are looking to the future. Instead of grumbling and 
harboring bitterness, they are hoping for new opportunities. 
And, wisely, they’re appreciating what they have—a commu-
nity and a family. I believe their next harvest will be even 
more bountiful as they sow tomatoes and cucumbers in peace, 
treating everyone and everything—even difficult circum-
stances—with honor and dignity. 

SONG: When It’s All Been Said and Done 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, it can be hard to place 

our faith in you instead of our circumstances. Thank you for 
your grace as we rely on you alone. 

—Aj Schwanz 
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Friday 
October 4 Hypercolored Righteousness 

BIBLE READING: Hebrews 12:10-12 
My brother and I hate canned green beans. Correction: we 
can’t stomach commercially canned green beans. But our 
mom’s homegrown, home canned green beans? Ah, now that’s 
the stuff. Our family refers to one particular summer as the 
Summer of the Hypercolor Green Bean. That year hypercolor 
clothing—the kind that change color while exposed to heat—
was all the rage. Mom came home with seed packets and all 
sorts of excitement: “We have hypercolor green beans!” Huh?  

When the conditions were right, Mom coerced my 
brother and me to come help plant, and oh, my knees ached. 
Later we pulled weeds—over and over and over—trying to 
figure out the difference between a plant and a weed. Weeding 
produced new pains, ones different from the next step: pick-
ing. But that’s when things got cool. The beans were purple! 
Instead of blending in with the surrounding plant, the color of 
the beans made them stand out, easy for picking. The condi-
tions that year made for an enormous harvest. Afterwards 
came the process for canning: cleaning, breaking off the ends, 
snapping into a bitable size. Ugh: would the process never 
end? And would I really like to eat purple green beans? 

I’m sure that Mom felt the same, as she had to take it a 
step further with the pressure cooker canning process. But in 
the magic of canning, while exposed to the hot temperatures, 
the beans turned green! And tasted delicious. Our weekly 
discipline of cultivating our hypercolor green beans led to a 
harvest that lasted well into the next year. 

SONG: Give Thanks 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, sometimes I don’t under-

stand your discipline, but I take comfort in knowing that you 
do it for my benefit to bring about a harvest of righteousness. 
You are a good God. 

—Aj Schwanz 
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Saturday 
October 5 Good Work 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 85 
In our Sunday school class’s ongoing discussion about the 
seven deadly sins, we covered the topic many consider to be 
the source of all other vices: pride. How do we know when 
pride is a negative or positive thing? Our conclusion: When 
we compare ourselves to others, when we judge, when we 
hold an excessive and unrealistic self value, then we have 
entered into the realm of vice rather than virtue. 

I reflected on times when I’ve felt proud in a good way. 
One October a few years ago, I put the last of the dehydrated 
pears into their container. The apple/pear corer was cleaned 
and stored next to the cherry pitter. The jars of dried pears 
stood next to dried cherries, fruit leather, and dried berries. 
The freezer could hardly contain any more of the produce that 
had been put away for the winter. I looked over at my two 
boys and four-week-old daughter. It had been a long summer, 
full of activities and harvesting and growing life of all kinds. 
And now the harvest was over; feasting and winter activities 
could begin. I reached over for my long neglected knitting 
needles and sighed a breath, feeling our family had done good 
work. 

Did I feel proud? Yes, but not because of myself. I felt 
proud because of the work of my community: my family and 
friends partnered with farmers and local growers to gather 
produce to live off of for the year to come. We planted, culti-
vated, harvested, and celebrated together. And all of this came 
as blessings from God; we simply responded to his generous 
gifts and gave thanks. 

SONG: With a Thankful Heart 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, you have been so good to 

me. I love to hear you say, “Well done, good and faithful 
one.” 

—Aj Schwanz 


